hill, and drove through the crumbling gates
of the monastery. In the middle of the circu-
lar courtyard rose the shapeless mass of an
ancient, but nonetheless hideous church, be-
hind it a three-storey building of some sort,
and around it long, low annexes, held up by
rotting porches. A little to the side, on the
edge of a steep bluff, was a two-storey, wooden
inn, in an unfinished state. In various holes
and corners nestled small houses, sheds,
kitchens, and all sorts of rubbishy erections,
the accumulations of three hundred years,
put together from nondescript materials. The
first thing which struck me was the stench
prevailing in the colony. This was a complex
blend of lavatories, cabbage soup, dung,
and . . . incense. From the church came the
sound of singing, and on its steps sat a few
disagreeable, shrivelled old women, very likely
brooding over the happy days when there
had been someone to beg alms from. But there
were no colonists in sight.

The dingy, shabby director looked wist-
fully at our Fiat, patted the mudguard, and
led us over the colony. It was quite obvious
that he was thoroughly used not so much to
showing it off as to exposing it to criticism,
and his way of sorrows was well-marked out
for him.

"This is the dormitory of the first col-
lective, " he said, passing a place where once
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